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1. Chapter One: Aftermath 

★★authors NOTE: Thank you to everyone who has found this fanfiction! 
My story will contain A LOT of spoilers from the show throughout and 
will be present in all-if-not-most chapters. It is also convenient if 
you have finished the entirety of 'Miraculous: Tales of Ladybug and 
Cat Noir'- as a lot of my own ideas will be encorperated into the 
plot and I don't want to confuse you! I do not own 'Miraculous' and 
all rights are retained to the original animators. Any ideas of my 
own that happen to be similar/corresponding to those of future 
series' are purely coincidental . * * 

**This fanfiction is set AETER Volpina has been 
de-evilised. ** 

**En joy ! ** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Thursday 7th July 2016<p> 
23:00 (UTC) 


><p>It was too risky to jump again. The gentle bleep of a 
spot peirced the evening silence and symbolised the final 
Ladybug' s transformation into Marinette Dupain-Cheng . The 
flew by quicker than she could follow, each edging closer 
identities revelation. If she were to rely on her yoyo as 


diminishing 
warning of 
minutes 
to her 
a mean of 


transportation for any longer, there would be no guarantee that her 



miraculous would retain its power until her feet rested upon safety's 
porch for one final time. Marinette weighed up her options. However 
much she dreaded- what was in her opinion- strenuous exercise such as 
walking great distances or running without her suit, she valued her 
life over the guilt that would be explaining to her mother and father 
how she had 'Climbed out of the window for a midnight stroll'. 

Despite her efforts to reason with her chances of survival, the young 
girls actions were decided for her.<p> 

Five minutes had passed since Ladybug had used her lucky charm. In 
what she felt was her most arduous akuma victim yet, the Italian 
transfer 'luminary' had been de-evilised and restored to her normal 
self . 

'Her normal self isn't much of an improvement...' Marinette pondered 
as she gazed at the helplessly starving kwami resting dormant in her 
palms. Tikki had always been quiet moments after being forced from 
her miraculous- a trait that frightened Marinette over any other 
emotion. It was hard to conclude on occasions if her tiny 
acquaintance was still breathing, let alone able to sit up and 
consume a cookie twice her size for an energy source. The rain didn't 
help. Tikki had fallen ill once before as a result of overexposure to 
the elements and it was an eventful day of which Marinette was not 
willing to revisit. 

"Come on Tikki- let's get you home and get you something to eat. 

Well- that's if I don't get scolded and sent to my room before I get 
to the cookie jar that is~" The gentle and almost inaudible giggle 
that ecscaped the lips of her kwami was more than enough to reassure 
Marinette that she was in good health; and she wanted to keep her 
that way. Leaving Tikki vuburable to the mercy of the approaching 
storm was likely to damage not only her immune system but the powers 
of Ladybug and ultimately the ability to destroy akuma. After the 
catastrophic happenings of the day revolving around the incident with 
Lila, Marinette knew she couldn't afford to lose that. Placing Tikki 
under the protection of her inside pocket, the parisian broke into a 
sprint, bracing herself for the verbal abuse and grounding she was 
likely to recieve and possible responses for specific scenarios. 

Would this be ladybugs downfall: parental guidelines and an 
unnoficial house arrest? 

_"Oh mon dieu..."_ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The diminishing space between the palm of Marinette's 
outstretched hand and the Paris local bakery continued to create an 
uneasy pit of akuma deep within her gut. What was she getting so 
worked up about?! There was no doubt in Marinette's mind that her 
parents were wonderful people and couldn't hit water if they fell out 
of a boat- but when it came to swatting this ladybug with a newspaper 
rolled of words, they could be lethal. <p> 

Marinette bit her lip, staring at the walls of the bakery and her 
home. They weren't that high right? She'd scaled structures 
double-triple this height all the time as Ladybug... Surely it 
couldn't be that hard as Marinette. After all, she was Ladybug with- 
er without the suit . 


She straightened up with a steely determination and wrapped her 



slender fingers around the gutter leading to the balcony. 'If I can 
avoid letting them see me go in, I can play it off like I was hungry 
and needed a midnight snack!' A Cheshire smile played on Marinette's 
lips as several possibilities of ways to avoid punishment swarmed in 
her mind like breeding flies. With her Ladybug type confidence and a 
new goal in mind, she began to ascend the wall 

Rather unsuccessfully . 

Barely seven feet from her starting point and the helpless parisian 
was screaming into the dusk and crashed to the ground in a cloud of 
dust. With a thud followed by a grimacing crack, Marinette's shoulder 
was at the mercy of a graveled cushion, limbs tumbling over one 
another as they rode the rise and runs of the pavement. "Gah!" 
Marinette was used to moulding herself into uncomfortable positions 
and getting thrown through one wall to the next; even without the 
suit she was durable- but that didn't mask the fact that any abuse 
her body took wasn't painful or borderline agonising. The 
consequences of a breakage would cause tribulation in the city, as 
the arm that she landed on was the arm of which she conducted the 
de-evilising ritual. Marinette's focus was set on ensuring her 
profession of being a klutz hadn't outdone her. How could Paris rely 
on her for public protection when she couldn't even protect 
herself? 

_She was Ladybug with- or without the suit- eh?_ 

Marrinette ' s thoughts were shattered into reality as the sound of 
keys meeting lock filled her ears. Metal clashed metal in a pit of 
confusion- each cut of aluminium wanting to prove its worth to breach 
the seal and create an exit into the night . She prayed that she could 
find her feet before the correct combination was achieved. However, 
before Marinette could mask her presence behind the prominent wall to 
the west, the panicked expression of Tom Dupain-Cheng materialised 
from behind the door, eager to find and resolve the source of his 
awakening. His gaze was powerful enough to pierce the helpless girl 
where she sat. All she could do was smile, an innocent flash of her 
pearly whites as she braced herself for inevitable 
punishment . 

"Marinette Dupain-Cheng." Contrary to her expectations, her fathers 
voice was heavy with disappointment as opposed to anger or 
repugnance. "What do you think you're doing?" The more she focused on 
his tone, the more his sincerity became aware to her. He approached 
her with an obvious concern. "Marinette, hunny? You look 
concussed . " 

The vocabulary in his expression became advanced and difficult to 
read or understand. From her brief performance and directing of 'The 
Horrif icator ' - she'd learned a thing or two about acting and pulling 
off a realistic lie. Marinette raised a hand to her head as her eyes 
met her elder, bluebell orbs narrowing to slits as if glaring into 
parted clouds on an august afternoon. 

"I'm allright papa" 

"Explain" 


Marinette paused for a moment. "I... Was doing my homework and... 
designing a new derby hat! It got hot in my room so... I opened my 



window and this super amazing design I was working on for ad-d-Jagged 
Stone blew out of my hand!" She could sense her fathers breathy sigh 
and hoped that her story was believable enough to see her unpunished 
into the next day. She was also unaware that both her tempo and 
dynamics had increased dramatically from her 'concussed' state prior. 
"I didn't wan ' t to redraw it- not to mention I couldn't remember most 
of my graphical composition and thought- hey I'm pretty sure this 
gutter pipe could act as an effective method of transportation 
and-" 

"Marinette that's enough." Tom extended his arm and flexed his 
fingers, implying that he wanted his daughter to take his hand and be 
aided to her feet. He quickly pulled her into his embrace and rubbed 
the back of her neck to comfort her shaken form. "We'll talk about 
this in the morning." Marinette's eyes widened as her father led her 
back into the shop, being careful not to walk too quickly and trip 
over something the streetlights failed to illuminate. 

"Yeah... Thanks, papa~" 

Once again, the familiar sound of aluminium clashing body on body 
filled the room and drowned out the gentle snoring of the unawakened 
Sabine behind closed doors. With a slightly exadurated yawn and a 
final hug from Tom at the door, Marinette found herself halfway up 
the stairs as some force of attraction dragged her to her much 
anticipated rest. 

"Oh- can I grab a cookie to send me to sleep-?" 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Good job, Marinette!" Tikki ' s encouraging whispers bought a 
smile to Marinette's lips, an action that was bought to laughter as 
the helpless kwami struggled with a dark chocolate pistachio and 
seasalt cookie. "Woo wid a wait jobw toteh" The young parisian 
struggled to keep her voice down as her tiny acquaintance choked on 
both her food and her words. <p> 

"Tikki! Keep it down!" Despite scolding the kwami, her tone was kind. 
Tikki was admittedly more than just a kwami to Marinette, as she 
loved her like she did Alya and treated her like a best friend that 
could never leave her side. She loathed the idea of being 
disrespectful to someone who had been supportive of her from day one 
in almost every aspect of her life- especially the love 
department . 

"Sorry Marinette. I'll clean your sheets. You did a great job 
today ! " 

"We. We did a great job today. I don't know what I'd do without you 
or Chat Noir" 

"We've been through this. You wouldn't be Lady-" 

" I know, Tikki . " 

Gentle giggles flowed from the two as Marinette's night light was 
switched off at the wall- and without straying from a metaphorical 
path connecting the door to her bed, Marinette still slept with the 
window closed. 



2. Chapter Two: Awakening 


★★authors NOTE: I'm going to try and upload a new chapter for this 
fic everyday for a week and see where it takes me. I'm enjoying 
investing time in this hobby and improving my creative writing 
ability as I go- a trait that I hope will benefit my English language 
final in JUNE. It's nice to have a break from constant revison and 
let my imagination broaden its horizons a little more- so I hope you 
enjoy my frequent updates and continue to follow my story!** 

**I'm also writing with the hope that the voice actor for Marinette 
(who also voices 'Nova' from 'Tales Of Xillia') will notice me and 
chain to Travis Willingham (Who voice acts Gaius from the same game 
and is my favourite English voice actor) , however I am well aware of 
how unrealistic my dream is ;-;** 

**Anyway my bunnies, amusez vous!** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The glacial air of dusk coursed through Marinette's lungs and 
sapped all remaining moisture from her parched oesophagus. Beads of 
sweat found hospitality on her brow as she sprinted through the 
winding back ally streets of Paris, constantly looking back over her 
shoulder to judge the distance between herself and her predator. She 
doubled over- panting in desperation for oxygen. Her pace resumed. 

Her throat constricted. She could feel her blood pounding in her 
ears, threatening to burst from every vessel in her network. 

Marinette felt the muscles of her heart tighten with an intolerable 
force and all rational thought become distorted by the rising tide of 
irrepressible fear. Her head told her to run and her heart told her 
to follow her instinct- however her legs forced her into 
immobility . <p> 

She froze. It was over. 

The fragile wings of the her predator approached with a speed 
illogical to that of an ordinary butterfly. Marinette's breath became 
caught in her throat, an intense trepidation choking her like an 
impenetrable fog. Her feet remained rooted to the floor- unwilling to 
ecscape. The only sound that peirced the silence was her shallow 
gasps', accompanied with gentle, yet involuntary sobbing. 

At the mercy of her Akuma, Marinette's limbs fell limp. 

"At last. I am Hawkmoth. No longer will you be called 
Marinette- 

"-Marinette 

"-Marinette ! " 

■jk" ■jk" "jk" 


><p>Marinette sat up with a jolt- an action that sent her 
unsuspecting Kwami hurtling across the room before colliding with the 
window with a thud and a squeak of her own. Despite her delusive 
response to shock, Tikki remained unfazed and swiftly returned to the 



aid of her shaken holder. "Marin- eep ! " The kwami ' s words of concern 
were short lived as sylphlike fingers pulled her into weakly balled 
fists and suffocated her with a tear stained check. "You're... 
hurting me, Marinette!" It was true that she could become intangible 
to pass through solid objects and avoid her discomfort, however the 
density of human flesh was a ball game that Tikki wasn't prepared to 
tamper with. For now, all she could do was reassure Marinette's 
safety and bring her back to a state of composure. "It's okay~ Talk 
to me- Tell me what's wrong?"<p> 

Marinette released her dolorous grasp on her kwami and allowed her to 
float of her own accord. It was only a nightmare; a negative fragment 
of her subconscious that had no connections to reality. Ladybug was 
stronger than that- stronger than an akuma and stronger than 
Hawkmoth. She could feel how heavily her skin was perspiring beneath 
a crinkled shirt in an almost feverish way. 

"Marinette? " 

She took a moment to find her words. "I'm allright, Tikki" 

"You were writhing in the sheets! You kept swatting me away. You'd 
shout at me to leave you alone and then whine at me to help you 
transform. It was actually very confusing-" 

"Don't worry-" Tikki ' s awareness was rewarded with a comforting 
chuckle and a kiss from her beloved miraculous holder. Her eyes 
dropped- eager to see if there was anything physically wrong with the 
Parisian. Her gaze met dark bluebell pools once more as Marinette's 
voice filled her ears. "I'm alright. Hawkmoth is getting to my 
head" 

"That's putting it lightly. He practicaly akumatised your dreams 
Marinette. And the worst part is: he doesn't even know about it!" She 
released a disappointed sigh and folded her arms accross her chest. 
"If you're letting Hawkmoth get the better of you- that means he must 
be winning. You're not just Marinette anymore: You're Ladybug. You're 
the saviour of Paris- and he's too afraid to fight you himself. 

You're the bigger person, Marinette. You're bigger than 
this . " 

"You're right Tikki." 

" I know ! " 

Tikki was undoubtedly a sweet kwami but suffered with an incurable 
sarcasm that structured her personality. It was an issue that 
Marinette had encountered many a time in situations where 
sentimentality was an emotion better fit- however she never failed to 
realise that this unique sense of humour was one of the many reasons 
Tikki was loved by her. She decided to laugh it off and averted her 
eyes to the clock at her bedside. 

"Oh mon dieu... It's not even 4AM!" Marinette kept her voice to the 
volume of a stage whisper and slapped her palm to her temple in 
frustration. "What am I going to do now? I can't go back to sleep- 
1'11 never get up in time!" 

"Oh Marinette-" Tikki mimicked the Parisians actions before doubling 
over in a fit of giggles. "You could allways design that derby hat 



for Jagged Stone?" 


* * 


* 


><p>"Alya, look at this please. Is the shaft too long? It looks a 
little out of proportion ... "<p> 

"Girl don't call it a shaft~ How would I know? I've not touched one 
since I was in the third grade. If you worked from reference pictures 
like I keep suggesting, you wouldn't need to ask me~ Don't 
improv ! " 

"I guess I could borrow Pa's for reference when I do the real 
thing~ " 

"Great idea! It'll be easier to study if you've got it in the flesh! 
Also- I understand you're going for realism, but try and round off 
this tip right here. That'll leave a mark if you jab someone too 
hard ! " 

"Well that's true- but it's designed in a way that you can't get it 
off. Heh~ I suppose you'll still find a way to stick someone with it! 
It's the sort of thing you'd invest your time in. You'd make up some 
crazy conspiracy theory that if a person can take an inch through 
their arm without yelling- they're Ladybug!" 

"You'd better start bracing your pain receptors girl!" 

Concealing her isometric sketch of a guitar shaped broach- annotated 
with various notes and 2D diagrams in her lapel pocket, Marinette 
smiled. The thought of Jagged stone in a hat was a difficult image to 
conjure, but with the addition of something a little more 'rock 'n 
roll'- it became easily more imaginable. As Tikki had suggested, her 
unexpected awakening was best spent accounting for her lie of the 
previous night . 

In the four hours she'd worked, Marinette had produced a red and 
orange derby with a gradient mimicking that of a incensed flame. A 
chain had been adjusted to cover the innermost circumf erence of it's 
brim and his debut record lyrics were etched onto its surface area. 
All that was left to make was the broach. Marinette had decided on an 
electric guitar: cut from aluminium and left in its natural 
colouration with detailed engraving to give dimension without 
shading. It was a project she valued as a unique challenge; a success 
born from deception of which she derived great pride. Due to her lack 
of reference imagery, Marinette believed that Alya's opinion of a 
drawing composed entirely from memory was compulsory for total 
realism and public interest. 

"But seriously girl- why a derby?" Alya broke the lingering silence 
and cocked her head in wonder. "Isn't it a little out of Jagged's 
comfort zone?" 

"Well..." Marinette hesitated. The hat was a spur of the moment 
excuse for abusing both her curfew and her responsibility. She had no 
idea she'd be quizzed on its psychological origins! "I thought I'd 
give him a one up on his rival, XY ! If the fans can see that he's 
adapting to society's demand, more people will recognise him as a 
relatable figure! Plus- I'm a die hard fan and if he likes such an 
abstract fashion piece it could encourage more people to reach out to 



him!" Pleased with her response, Marinette released an involuntary 
sigh . 


"You're crazy, you know that- right?" Alya laughed. 

"Not as crazy as you! Sticking pins into people's arms like a 
psycho ! " 

"Hey- it was you that gave me that idea!" 

It was conversations like these that Marinette valued the most. 
Whenever Paris faced times of desperation, saving the world was her 
solitary desire. With an akumatised victim terrorising those she 
acquainted herself with, Ladybug's only pleasures were those she 
procured through triumph. With so much weight on her shoulders it was 
an easy task to forget her social life outside of the metaphorical 
bubble restricting herself and Chat Noir from reality. 

Saving the world? 

Akuma? 

Reality? 

Her nightmare. 

Marinette spaced. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><em>Flashback<em> 

A golden ray crept through the curtains as dawn made its presence 
known to the city. GAM. Casting sunbeams spilled in every direction, 
each more vivid than the next as time glorified the elements. With 
Marinette's eyes and attention remained pinned to her sewing machine, 
Tikki found herself repeating the same question for the third time 
now . 

"So Marinette- tell me more about your dream. What exactly was 
Hawkmoth doing to frighten you?" 

Finally, the Parisians eyes were torn from the fabric. Only now did 
she find herself appreciating how the beguiling indigo of her kwami ' s 
orbs made an impression on her, offering a sense of reliance she 
otherwised lacked and a capacity of faith she thought inconceivable 
in one being. "I don't remember the details, but I'd failed" 

"What do you mean you failed?" 

"I mean what I say Tikki- I was a klutz and I got Akumatised!" 

"But why? You're usually so reserved mentally and looking out for 
other people! I can't imagine Ladybug getting into that sort of 
situation ..." 

Marinette chuckled. Tikki was always looking out for her, even at 
times where she could handle her burdens alone. This was one of those 
times- however the concern was greatly appreciated. Pressing her 
index finger to the bridge of Tikki ' s nose, Marinette rubbed gently. 



cautious not to touch her eyes or scrape her with a nail. "I told you 
I don't remember- but I think it had something to do with 
Adrien ..." 

"Oh please- Marinette I understand how gorgeous you think he is but 
you need to get better control over your emotions! If Adrien gets 
akumatised you can't let the same happen to you! You've saved Alya as 
Lady Wifi and even played the role of a heartbreaker- twice with the 
copycat and evillustrator ! What makes Adrien any different?" 

"No, Tikki- he wasn't akumatised." 

"Then what happened? Akumatising people is all Hawkmoth can d-" 

"He didn't come to school. Something about a fire in the Agreste 
manor? Anyway Tikki- I already said I cant remember much about 

it . " 

"That doesn't explain why you're crying~" 

"Huh?" Marinette was so heavily concentrated on sewing her derby and 
advising Tikki away from the subject matter that the tears streaming 
from her eyes felt nonexistent. As if to call her kwami ' s bluff, her 
nails scraped the side of her face, searching for confirmation that 
that her distraught had become visible. "I don't- know..." 

Marinette's floodgates continued to spill, much to the despondency of 
Tikki who curled into her and wiped the tears that stained her 
cheeks . 

"It's alright Marinette- it was only a dream. I'd like to be able to 
relate with you but kwami have no subconscious ; we sleep only for 
energy to pass onto the miraculous. You can cry if you want. Just 
don't lose yourself. It's all over when Ladybug gets 
akumatised ..." 

•:k ^ ^ 


><pxem>End of f lashback<em> 

"Marinette?" The clearing of a throat immediately freed Marinette 
from her subconscious- startling her. She jumped in her seat and 
looked up to witness the panicked expression of her best friend 
staring down. With a sharp snap of her fingers accompanied with a 
wince, Alya became aware that Marinette was grounded once more. 

"Girl- you scared me! You spaced out and went super pale. Even Adrien 
couldn't get your attention!" Marinette's gasp filled the silent 
library- all eyes fixed on her as the boy in question stepped forward 
from behind Alya. Of course she knew that it was just a dream- even 
Tikki had stated so- but it was a relief to know his whereabouts and 
that her crush was alive and well. 

"Marinette?" Adrien placed a firm, manicured hand atop Marinette's 
shoulder and she found herself unable to focus on anything else. She 
let her gaze adjust to his radiance and struggled to contain her 
embarrassment. Up close, he was a jewel left untouched in its 
original perfection. His eyes were a deep range of earthy greens that 
reminded her of spring; lilac bags hung under them, implying a lack 
of sleep or stress. Seeing him stumble, she relaxed. He was just as 
nervous as her, however for contrasting reasons. Marinette took a 
deep breath, inhaling his cologne; probably another creation of which 



he modeled. His broad smile showcased his jawline- chizzled and 
overly matured for his age. Her focus was lost as she inspected his 
every feature in fascination. "Marinette~ ? " 

Conversations resumed as everyone returned to their previous 
activities: some studying, others gossiping and the rest on their 
cell phones- however time seemed to sit still for Marinette. She 
couldn't hear the world outside of this moment. While everyone else 
was confident in her physical state and reasured she was fine, Adrien 
and Alya refused to believe so. 

"Marinette?" Unwilling to harm her, the young boy tapped her cheek 
with his palm, bringing her back to reality with a short, sharp shock 
of pain. Seeing her eyes refocus on his own, Adrien's smile widened 
with a chuckle. "Welcome back. You had us all worried!" 

"Yeah... Sorry about that~" 

The school bell sounded and the library's population decreased to 
Marinette, Adrien and Alya. Silence befell the room once more. 

"We should get to class, girls." Adrien was the first to speak as he 
retracted his hand from Marinette's shoulder with a reassuring 
squeeze. His words were cautious. "Miss Bustier has supervision 
today, remember? It'll reflect badly on her if we're too late. And if 
she calls home or writes a report, my father will have a thing or two 
to say ... " 

"Shoot- you're right!" Alya's tone changed to mimic that of Adrien 's- 
however heavier with incredulity. "Come on Marinette lets go!" The 
dazed parisian had no time to react before being dragged to her feet 
and led to the door with her bag in hand. Everything was moving so 
quickly today! As if to execute her point-Marinette tripped, 
releasing the grasp her friend had on her wrist and forcing her 
forward and through the open exit . 

"I'll be there in a minute! Meet me there!" 

"Hey, wait- ! " 

As Alya left the library and rushed to rejoin the her classmates, 
Marinette forced the door closed, blocking Adrien's path to a crowded 
hall with the will to depart one final message. "Be careful with your 
dads study, okay? Next time you fight- his lanterns aren't as safe as 
you think they are." 

"Huh?" 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>AUTHORS NOTE: Sorry this chapter took so long my bunnes ! 
We had a breakdown last night after school so I never got time to 
upload what I wrote since the RAC took such a long time to show up! 
I've also been asked to write an Ereri lemon oneshot as well as watch 
Supernatural for my boyfriend- but I'll do my best to write chapter 
three tonight ! <strong> 

**I hope you're enjoying my story so far! Please review with some 
constructive criticism to let me know where to improve!** 



**Bug out ! ** 


3. Chapter Three: Acknowledgment 

★★authors NOTE: I'm actually overwhelmed with how I was able to 
finish this chapter on time- with 25 minutes to spare! I've been 
super busy with graphic products coursework all day and have a 
deadline of Tuesday (Pray for my success . Meeting my Fanfiction 

deadlines from now until Friday will be a bit of a challenge- as I'll 
need to be writing in school hours- but I'll make it work! I'm 
dedicated to this fandom so new ideas pop up all the time!** 

**For those of you who are my long time followers (Seriously don't 
follow me because even I dont know where I'm going!), you may have 
realised that I've deleted my prolouge for this fic. This is because 
I saw it as misleading for any of my new readers who were put off by 
my poetic style of writing. All chapters thus forth however will 
remain set in stone- that is of course you reveiw me with any 
grammatical errors.** 

**Until next time (tomorrow)- Je vous aime tous ! Amusez vous!** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Girl- you sounded like a total stalker! "<p> 

Marinette whined. Throughout the duration of the lecture, her poorly 
approached confrontation with Adrien had never failed to be a hot 
topic of conversation with Alya. 

"What were you thinking? Adrien is going to assume you've broken into 
his house or something!" She laughed- a sound that resembled more of 
a bewitching cackle than an expression of amusement. Couldn't she let 
this go already? The girl had been forced into silence after an 
unexpected tutor change for over an hour, while Marinette prayed 
she'd allow the topic to slip. Of course that was never going to 
happen. She was so persistent- not only about her blog. All the while 
Alya extracted the 'comedic' factors of her mishap, Marinette could 
hear the same words echoing through her skull. The events of that 
morning seemed to play on repeat with every mention of Adrien's 
name . 

_"Be careful with your dads study, okay? Next time you fight- his 
lanterns aren't as safe as you think they are . 

_"Huh?"_ 

What _was_ she thinking? 

"That's the thing Alya, I wasn't thinking! I'm a total klutz!" 
Marinette groaned once again, her head falling forward into her hands 
to hide her increasing discomfiture. "If Adrien tells his dad that 
I've been snooping around his study. I'll be arrested for trespass, 
spend the rest of my life in jail and what's worse is I'll never get 
to have Emma, Louis and Hugo with Adrien!" 

"Emma, Louis and Hugo?" 


"Remember that fruit smoothie after the photoshoot?" 



"Right . . . 


No matter what amount of analysis Marinette made on the situation, 
nothing was going to turn back the clock. Nothing- unless she was a 
willing akuma victim of which she had previously determined was 
definitely not the case. 

"And I didn't even break in!" 

"Exactly girl- you're overthinking things. You just need to explain 
to Adrien that your dreams made you delusional!" 

"I can't do that!" 

"He came clean about the gum on your seat didn't he? You have little 
discrepancies all the time! Seriously Marinette you two are so 
similar . " 

"Me and Adrien?" 

It was no shock to Alya that pressuring her friend would cause her to 
mindlessly overreact- however the fact that they were alone made it 
marginally more bareable. The two sat in a large classroom with 
terracotta and tiled walls after a less than pleasent cover period 
with Ms. Mendeleiev. Miss Bustier was forced to leave mid-way through 
her lecture for 'personal reasons' she had failed to clarify. The 
contrasting discipline standards between the two teachers also 
accounted for the reason why Alya had only recently resumed her 
taunting after an hours rest; Miss Mendeleiev hardly allowed a 
whisper out of turn. 

The room itself was devoid of anything with connotations of 
inspiration; it was the antonym of homely. The furnishings present 
consisted of simplistic swivel chairs with futile cushioning, tucked 
behind wooden two person desks that were finished with a marbel coat. 
The flooring mimicked that of what would be expected in a lavatory- 
with a white and green checkered tile patterning and a skirting board 
that once would have been white. The only structure with the ability 
to stimulate the mind was a periodic table- framed in metal and 
nailed to fill the surface area of the rear wall above dozens of 
posted notes in a spectrum of red through violet. Atop the lecturer's 
desk, sat a single apple and various chemistry equipment such as a 
chronicle flask, bunsen burner and an ominous red button. On the 
rightmost wall from a students perspective, light spilled through the 
unprotected glass panes and illuminated a place that many an 
individual would spend their darkest hours. On days such as this one, 
the faint laughter of children could be heard from the park nearby. 
Anyone who endured a period with Ms. Mendeleiev envied the youths who 
were yet strangers to this room: where laughter was forbidden and a 
vulgar and shameful expression was all that could be accounted 
for . 

Alya began to gather her things and rose from her chair with 
discomfort; after an hour and a half of immobility, her joints had 
seemingly forgotten how to respond to impulses. "Ouch~" She winced. 
"Come on Marinette- We still have forty five minutes if you want to 
get some lunch before next period. We can eat at your place if you 
like- and I'll show you some exclusives that I haven't put on the 
Ladyblog yet! It's my way of cheering you up- y'know~" 



Marinette chuckled. Cheering her up? An ironic reasoning- considering 
Alya was the one who had ignited her flame in the first place. Still- 
her compassion was much obliged. "That sounds-" From her peripheral 
vision, a flash of light stole Marinette's attention and her speech 
drowned into silence. She too rose to her feet, ignoring her muscle 
cramp as she stumbled to the window. "Did you see that?" 

"See what?" Alya approached the window in concern. "I don't see 
anything . " 

"A flash of light- there!" As if to illustrate Marinette's point, 
another fulguration appeard for a split second, illuminating the sky 
with a blinding force. 

"What is that?!" 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><em>ll:01 - <em>_Earlier that day~_ 

Caline Bustier froze, heart jumping as her accompanying silence was 
obstructed by the cacophonous buzz of her message tone. Who could be 
texting her in working hours? She was hardly a social butterfly 
outside of her profession- and the few individuals she acquainted 
with all worked at CollA”ge FranA§oise Dupont. The only other person 
that could have access to her cell number was her husband: Julien 
Bustier- of whom was hospitalised and physically quiescent. 

■jk" "jk" ■jk" 


><p><em>Flashback : <em>_Thursday 23rd June 2016_ 

"Cheers ! " 

Caline and Julien chuckled among themselves as their glasses met with 
a gentle hum, before being bought to the awaiting lips of their 
holders. The bitter taste of chianti instantaneously overcame them as 
the fruity liquid slid down their oesophagus and satisfied their 
thirsts. Similarly to their expectations, it's aroma was irrationally 
prominent . 

"-to four years of marriage!" Their words rang together in a 
synchronised harmony that resumed their laughter once more. Julian 

gazed upward and into the eyes of his wife. They were enthralling- a 

kelly green, but also ocean blue. Her deep pools appeared to have 

seen a lifetime, when in actuality they had only seen a fraction; but 

this fraction was theirs, a lifetime they had created together. He 
sighed in contentment and allowed a thin smirk to play upon his lips. 
This was a night that would remain in the forefront of his mind for 
years to come; the evening was dying, but the moment remained strong. 
Julien stared in fascination as he inspected all he had clamed his- 
exactly four years ago to the day. Caline was flawless. As she raised 
her hand to enquire the whereabouts of their bill, he naturally 
followed the movement of her hand as she slid it down her slender 
neck, left vunerable to short hair. The hunger in his eyes became 
apparent as the clearing of a throat broke him free from his 
fantasy . 


"Ahem? " 



with their glasses running dry and conversation following suit, 

Caline spoke up. "Come on, sweetheart. Let's get going- I have lesson 
plans to write before bed." With dreary eyes, she found her bag and 
pulled it from the floor and into her embrace. 

"Thank you for a wonderful evening." 

"This was your idea! Thank you-" 

As the bill found their table and his hands found his wallet, Julien 
found himself staring in disbelief at the tab. "That much!" 

"You get what you pay for in restaurants like this. Today we dined in 
luxury- so thats the expense we pay" Caline chuckled and pushed her 
tongue past her lips in an action intended to mock her lover. "You 
said you were treating- but I'll be nice and pay halves" 

Julien smiled in gratitude, the expression in his eyes wordlessly 
conveying his thanks. "Do we have to leave now? The weather is pretty 
atrocious out there..." 

"Don't be a milksop- you're acting like one of my first years!" 

The rain fell harder than it appeared to from behind the closed doors 
of the Les Tablettes restaurant, Paris. The venue was exquisite and 
offered a foreign elegance that was unbeknown to Caline and Julien 
before this evening. Its interior design featured dozens of silver 
alloy surfaces dressed in white, linen tablecloths, each one aligned 
in equal segments. Parallel mirrors on the east and west facing walls 
threatened to send anyone who descried their reflection into a 
paradisiacal recursion and hypnotistic vision. Bordering woven walls 
was a simplistic wash of orange that stimulated the hunger of 
everyone present, forcing their minds into the merciless submission 
of a thriving appetite. Their choice of cuisine: a veal filet, spring 
vegetables, pied bleu mushrooms, parmesan emulsion and sage was 
refined and beautifully plated. It was an art of its own- a creation 
that represented a fleeting sense of ecstasy. Two bonsai trees 
guarded the entrance and exit- absorbing each tear from the eyes of 
the clouds overhead; every shower saw natures spirit radiated with 
health and vitality. Everything about Les Tablettes was pleasently 
inconceivable . 

A clap echoed down the street as the storm upgraded its defence and 
lightning returned thunder's call; a match made in heaven, if ever 
there was one. The pavement illuminated a few yards away as natures 
own electricity seeked its next victim. Caline gasped and intertwined 
Julien 's fingers in hers with a remorseless force. She was 
afraid . 

Another . 

Another . 

One clap after another. 

From her peripheral vision, Caline spotted something which looked 
somewhat like a figure. Of course- she was holding hands with her 
husband so there was no abnormality in observing a fellow human 
accompaniment . A combination of her drowsiness and vision distortion 



due to alcohol left her unable to think 
clearly . 

Another . 

Another . 

One clap after another. 

All of a sudden, Julien felt an intense agony shooting up his spine. 
The world seemed to switch into hyperdrive as adrenaline pulsated 
through his veins. Every sound became magnified to an infinite 
dynamic. He screamed, piercing the night and passing his mass to 
gravity . 

Caline sprang from the direction of the bolt, still trembling. Sweat 
stang her eyes and she wiped her tear stained face on her shirt. 
_'That was way too close. If I hadn't moved when I dida€l_' Caline 
could barely hear herself think over the constant ringing in her 
ears. All senses had left her upon her marginal ecscape. She 
shuddered . 

As the shaken parisian regained her temporarily lost hearing and 
sight, the realisation of the situation hit her, _hard_, in every 
vital organ in her body. 

"Julien ! " 

For both individuals, the world faded to black. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pxem>End of f lashback<em> 

_11:02 - The present day_ 

Caline broke free of her subconscious and placed down her pen. Why 
was she still thinking about that? It was two weeks ago! Julien was 
recovering and she was discharged unscathed; there was nothing to 
worry about! She gazed at the paper and file that rested on her desk 
and smiled in mutual pride for her top student. '_Adrein Agreste: 
60/60 (100%) That would deserve a positive text home at the very 

least. Averting her attention to her pocket, Caline produced her 
IPhone and entered her pin before opening her massaging 
app . 

_Adeline: Any word from the hospital yet?_ 

Thats right. The hospital was due to discharge Julien sometime that 
afternoon. Due to a strict work schedule, Caline had been unable to 
visit him throughout the duration of that week, however her faith was 
placed and remained in the hospital service to care for her husband 
and see him through a swift recovery. 

Now Adeline had mentioned it- Caline realised she hadn't received 
updates from the service since she was discharged eleven days prior. 
Leaving her friends message unanswered, she dialed for the emergency 
services and passed on a reference number. 


An operator soon retrieved her call. 



"HA'pital Americain de Paris, how may I help you?" 

"Hello there, my name is Caline Bustier. I am calling to enquire the 
situation reguarding my husband: Mr Julien Bustier's discharge?" 

"Mr Julien Bustier is no longer here, ma'am" 

She didn't understand. Caline paled, raising a hand to cover her 
beating heart of which threatened to burst from within a restraining 
ribcage. Around her, the world entered a time-lapse while she 
remained motionless in the centre of it all. How could this happen? 
"Excuse me?" 

"You were contacted by my colleague earlier this week ma'am." The 
operators tone softened ever so slightly. She was obviously under a 
lot of pressure to complete the days work; a day on the reception 
desk offered no time to be overly sentimental. "Your husband passed 
away on the 4th July, Miss Bustier. This is the third time you've 
called us since it happened- three days ago..." 

The pain seemed to swallow Caline into an abyss she viewed as 
inecscapeable . She was losing her sanity, losing herself and slipping 
into madness. She cut the line and discarded her phone. Caline bit 
her lip and curled up in her swivel chair, remembering him. His 
scent, his touch, the way he smiled at her like every girl wanted to 
be smiled at. The pain they experienced together; a break, a 
miscarriage, the loss of their parents. Now their pain was doubling 
back on her, and somehow she laid the blame on herself. 

It was true- however Caline failed to recollect her previous calls to 
the emergency services. Dissociative amnesia was the likely 
explanation- but no hospital could talk sense into her delusive 
state . 

The school bell sounded and silenced her cries as she remained 
transfixed to the spot and gathered her things; she masked her face 
with a smile. It was Caline 's duty to ensure a positive leaning 
experience for all students present and she couldn't afford to let 
her unfortunate circumstance thwart her profession. In her current 
state, she valued her pride in her occupation over grieving the 
immutable. If she could calm herself down, proceed with the school 
day and temporarily relieve her mind from her suffering, she could 
visit the hospital that evening and face the truth with an open 
mind . 

But it wasn't as simple as she'd thought. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXem>The present time<em> 

Marinette's heart pounded in her chest. She needed to create some 
distance between herself and Alya in order for Ladybug to intercept 
whatever was causing the atmospheric disturbances. Her hand found her 
bag, where she caressed it's surface in order to convey to her kwami 
she was aware of a potential threat. All the while- the same words 
seemed to echo around the school in a mexican wave of terror. 


"What is that?!" 



End 
f ile . 



